MORKINC

" Well, you see, I look at things from a soldier's point
of view," said the King.

" And who has a better right than your Majesty ? "
demanded the Colonel pompously. He was a heavy man
with square fleshy jowl and rugged nose, more like a
German than an English officer even in his khaki uniform,
which was not surprising since he was in fact German on
his mother's side.

" Well, I certainly did flatter myself that I knew some-
thing about soldiering until my plan for straddling the
Gallipoli peninsula was returned by your people with
an intimation that they had a better."

Indignation empurpled the Colonel's face to the hue of
the ribbon of a Belgian order on his breast.

" I can't speak of that folly, Sir," he choked. " Un-
fortunately I wasn't out here then. I was with my
battery." He omitted to add that after such a long
absence from the sound and sight of guns in diplomatic
and other posts it had been considered safer for his own
side to return him as quickly as possible to diplomacy.

" Yes," said the King, " I might have been some
amateur strategist writing to The Times"

" Ah, it was a bad business, Sir, a bad business. And
Salonica is not much better."

" Yet you expect me to put all my eggs in that broken
basket. Come, Colonel, do you mean seriously to tell
me that I should be justified in entrusting my Army to
the vanity and incompetence of a fellow like Sarrail?
Why, I should be a criminal."

Colonel Buckworth was silent.

" If a British General were in command, it might be
different>  though, mind you, I don't say that it would,
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